WEN AND THE "SAN TSE CHIN"

effort was made to standardize the instruction.
Each lad made up a class to himself.

Sun, every day in the lunar month (the Chinese
have no weeks), went to the village temple school
to shout out with the rest the senseless repetition
of the three-syllable classic, and write intermin-
ably long weary pages in the copy-books.1

Wen's young mind awakened to the nonsense
of the instruction. He stood it for a long time,
then rebelled.

"I do not understand. There is no reason in
this singsong. Why should I learn it?"

The schoolmaster stood aghast. He reached for
his bamboo rod, balanced it deftly in his hand.
Then his arm dropped, for he had bethought him-
self. Wen was the best reciter in the whole school,
and hence a beating would set no good example.
Besides, Wen's father was a village elder, and
perhaps an exception might be made in this case.
The teacher, still threatening with the rod, how-
ever, cried out fiercely:

"What!   You rebel against the classics?"

"No, I do not rebel against the classics. But
why should I sing out this stuff day after day
when I do not know what it means?"

"This is contumely against the learning of the

*A very literal translation of the first verses of the "San Tse
Chin" will be found in the chapter, "Yamen Running to a
Town of Ignorance."
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